Wheels and Butterflies

gone to wander and meditate, that brings him to
mind, sometimes I remember something hard or
harsh in O'Leary or in Taylor, or in the public
speech of our statesmen, that reminds me by its
style of his verse or prose. Did he not speak,
perhaps, with just such an intonation ? This in-
stinct for what is near and yet hidden is in reality
a return to the sources of our power, and therefore
a claim made upon the future* Thought seems
more true, emotion more deep, spoken by someone
who touches my pride, who seems to claim me of
his kindred, who seems to make me a part of some
national mythology, nor is mythology mere ostenta-
tion, mere vanity if it draws me onward to the
unknown; another turn of the gyre and myth is
wisdom, pride, discipline* I remember the shudder
in my spine when Mrs* Patrick Campbell said,
speaking words Hofmannsthal put into the mouth
of Electra, * I too am of that ancient race ' :

Swift has sailed into his rest:
Savage indignation there
Cannot lacerate his breast.
Imitate him if you dare,
World-besotted traveller ; he
Served human liberty.

(In Swift's day men of intellect reached the
height of their power, the greatest position they